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of a people who might grumble at the dynasty but took it as
one of the more precious if not quite perfect gifts of God. Three
days later Guildford and his wife were executed for their part
in Northumberland's conspiracy as a reprisal for her father's
participation in Wyatt's.
The three remaining Dudleys shuddered but survived. Though
often in the days, and especially the nights, that followed they
must have started at every sigl\t or sound of their gaolers, expect-
ing to learn that their room had been preferred to their company.
For the Tower could no longer begin to meet the demands on its
space. They saw it filled, evacuated by the headsman, refilled
overnight. The lesser prisons, teeming with its overflow, dis-
gorged their own surpluses into the churches, where " the poorest
sort lay eighty in a heep" until the gallows, which sprouted in
ones, twos and threes all over London and the country round,
began to relieve the congestion at the rate of as many as four
hundred a day.
On a cold rainy morning towards the end of March a barge
shot down the tide from Westminster to the Tower with a fresh
prisoner, a tall, white-faced, red-haired young woman of nine-
teen. As she stepped on the landing stairs her legs crumpled
under her and she sank weeping on the wet stones. She was the
Queen's half-sister, the Lady Elizabeth, lately arrested on the
suspicion of having encouraged Wyatt to strike on her behalf.
For a moment she sat there under the pelting downpour, empty
of hope for almost the first and last time in her life . . . remem-
bering beyond a doubt her mother who had also passed through
that gate and failed to come out alive: her father's saucy harlot,
Anne Boleyn, on whose account Mary so bitterly hated her for
the wrong done her own unhappy mother. Her poise partly
restored, the girl stood up, said to her sceptical escort, "I come
no traitor, but as true a woman to the Queen's Majesty as any
now living." and ascended with her usual proud gait to the Keeper's
house.
After that she recovered quickly. The Crown's lawyers, as
sceptical as her escort, worked over her mercilessly to prove her
statement false; then gave it up with the verdict whose substance
the Queen herself expressed in an exasperated sigh of "God
knows!" In May Elizabeth departed to a less perilous confinement
in one of her own country houses.
But not before Robert Dudley, according to a tradition already